' THE DAILY
SHORT STORY

The North Point Law.!"

' By ARCHEY 'CAMERON NEW.
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ONSTABLE MATTHEWS stood
C at the dogr of his little thatch
. ed cottage and sniffed inquisit-
“ively at the air, when a broad smile of
" contentment beamed on _his wide,
“happy face and his keen gray eyes
- twinkled. N o

' “Gosh, but this weather’s fine,”
. exclaimed to himsélf, and then his
' ‘‘glance strayed down the road toward
‘ the town store and & large group of
2 men standing In front of it. “Plan-
~ nin* some parade, 1 reckon.” And
“then he sauntered forth toward the
“store’ but not on polics business. In
“fact, Sam Matthew seldom went any-
~ where on police business—because
| that business was exceedingly dull at

North Polnt.

" “H'lo, Sam," greeted some 'of the
en in front of the store, as the of-
r hove into view. “Gonna pinch

% 'The joke was the oldest in North
'Point, but Sam hesitated at the storé
steps and grinned amiably.

0, just pluggin’ along,” he coun-
ad, humorously, as he pointed to ap
pty jaw, usually filled with a quid.
en, as he turned his back on
d of men and was about fo

ore, @ name came to his
that brought him up short.
asson!” Always a name to be
ed  with, mused Sam, as he
d*acrass the bridge toward Par-
ro; ‘A name elther feared, hated
, according to circumstances.
eared or hated, when the owner
g mills at Parkshoro was
. Nearly 90 pdr cont of the
drew Clusson
Mills pay envelopes—and
80 per cent. of them hated the
ar cordlally. For he .was a hard
naster and thoroughly selfish,

“gazed sympathetically toward
Ugroup of fellow-townsmen as he
ight - of Classon's latest offense
hls workers—a refusal to in-
all‘a co-operative lunch room whero
1 ight get their lunches at cost.
nd thinking of lunches, Sam smiled

niniscently sighed as he thought of
ha' bright, coptivating and minister-
ing' little angel—who also bore the
‘of Classon.
w. many of thoss men, mused
m:tenderly, took slices, of chicken,
of luscious fruit and the like in
unch boxes — borne to their
en folks by Dorothy Classon.
thy. 'was so unlike her father in
way as to make North Pointers
orget she was a Classon—generous
{Her finger-tips, lovable to her
and  democratic to a

‘listened to the wrangling for
minutes listlessly—for it was
o well known to him-—and was
“‘enter ''the ' stbre 'when'a
ant yoice in, the group arrest-
‘attention, and he crouched in
dark*of the porch to listen un-
“What he heard chilled every
f his body. -
do this thing, he
, a3 he crouched lower, listen-
ing . intently, And wuse him, Sam
Matthews, as a tool for. their pur-
—impossible! It was all very
hate Classon, to denounce
le him, If they wonld—but
ithis® thing—br-r-r, he shuddered.
And then he sorrowfully realized
t they were right—they could use
he was their constable, sworn
hold the law.
thout entering the store, he
ed until the crowd dispersed to-
d. their homes, in whispering
ifps, before he dragged his listless
ps..up the road toward his home.
he moon had risen and threw its
very ray against the silver of his
ottled, downcast head, as he stood
8 front gate, wrapped in un-
py reflection.
And then, after a few. minules. he
" 'hedrd footsteps at his back, crunch-
n the gravel path. They were
ng affer him—after their con-
~-to. make him do his duty.
ung his head and slightly
his face toward the house,
‘he breathed easier, for the
teps again receded up the street
nd ‘he looked up, then was startled.
5 He recognized the couple. It was
" Dorothy, and he noted regretfully
‘her happy profile as she leaned on
escort’s arm and smiled Into his
ace. Sam knew of the romance of
couple and hig warm old heart
rejoiced as, for months past,
‘had seen the girl stray past his
ghome on the arm of George Fulton,
) young assistant superintendent
Wi °nf the mills. A fine match, he agreed,
~ .\ Fulton had fought his way through
“ljthe mills to the position he now]
‘" “held—perhaps the only one besides
.Dorothy who commanded a civil word
ifrom the elder Classon. Before this
night he had gazed fondly at the

. ‘head against the golden head of Dor-
_othy as they strolled through North
‘Point.

.8am shuddered now, and then ne
gazed apprehensively toward the
store. No one was in sight, Perhaps
‘it wasn't too late—yet. He might
avert trouble after all . And no com-
‘plaint had yet been made to him as
an dfficer.

! He foliowed the pair stealthily,

and then, as Dorothy entered . the
gate of Mrs. Waters, the widow of
an old mill employe, Sam noted that
‘Fulton walted for her, He, quickened
.his step and, passing Fulton with
‘barely a nod, hurried up the walk
.and rang the bell.

. « "“G'd evenin', Mrs. Waters,"
greeted the widow briefly as she ad-
‘mitted him. And then, noting Dor-

. ‘othy, he spoke quickly. "Please, Miss
‘Dorothy, the missus wants to see you
right away, Will you come now?"

- “Why, sure,” Dorothy greed, lay-

s ing a package of tea on the table be-

., lore Mrs. Waters' grateful cyes. And
‘then bidding the widow a cheery

‘good-night, she followed Sam out-

[§ 5y side.,

- - "It you

A

don’t mind,” he suggested,

“But Gedr—Mr,

he |

Fulton, what :boutl
him?*" 1

“I'll "tend to him,”: answered Sun}
briefly. “Please, Miss Dorothy =i
hum;“ .

Without
lowed the old constable fnto his!
sitting room/ Mra. Matthews rose |
ang welcomed her impulsively. Sam!
left the room hurriedly. A

“Why, Miss Dorothy,” exclaimed
Mrs. /latthews, happily, “this is in-
deed a surprise!"

“A surprise.’ echoed Dorothy, non-
pulsed. “Why, didn't you send for
me? Mr. Matthews sald—"

She stopped abruptly as she heard
AngTY voices on “the porch. .,

“Ye'd better =it out — and git
quick!” she heard Sam's shrill voice,
and then Fulton's deeper rumble
came to ner gars,

“I'tl do no such thing,” snapped
Filiton. “Migs Classon s with me,
and I'm going to see her home, Oh,
Dor—"  Dorothy heard him ° start
to call her name and then followed
& shorl scuffle, followed by a dull
thud, Dorothy screamed and then
the doot’ opened and the old consta-
ble staggered in bearing Fulton's limp
form in his arms, atd dropping him
on the sofa. £

“Mr. Matthews, what have you
done?' cried the girl, as she leaned
over Fulton’s head, and then, as ene
drew her fingers away wet she
stared bhorrififed at Sam, who an-
swered her stare coolly. “How dare
you? You've killed him. You brute,
you flend——" :

Like a young lioness she sprang at
him, who withdrew a pace and held
out his arms restrainingly.

“He's not dead,” he replied, cool-
ly, and then he turned o his wile
with an air of command. “‘Get some
warm water, ma, and bathe his head.
He'll come to in a minute, 1'll be back
soon."

Mrs. Matthews stared at her hus-
band questioningly, and then know-
ingly, a8 from long association with
& man whose wordly wisdom had]
long since gained her complete con-
fidence, turned a ministering hand
toward the young mah. Dorothy
bent over him, calling to him to come
back to life, revealing in her mental
Biress an understanding long since
divined by the older woman, ana
then just as Fulton's eyelids quivered
and he struggled to his feet, the door
flew open and Sam reappeared, fol-
lowed by a clergyman. His reap-
pearance acted as a red flag to Doro-
thy, but he walved her aside as he
went toward the table and took up a
leather bound volume,

“Not so quick, Miss Dorothy,” he
droned, wRimsically. “And be a little
more respectful to'ards th' law an' th'
clergy.” :

“Law!" she flared, scathingly. “Is
it lawful to strike a man cowardly
with a club when he—" -

“God moves in mysterious ways
his wonders to perform,” replied the
constable, and then he turned to the
clergyman, “Ain't I right, parson?"
And then, to cut off another out-
burst from Dorothy, he opened the
book in his hand. . *Hold on, Miss
Dorothy, and 1let me explain. To
begin with, your Daddy is a mean
old cuss, and the boys all hate ’im.
They've tried every way they know
to get simple justice out of him, but
he's just plain honery, I reckon.”

"But, what——" L

“Jest & minute. He told one of
the boys that it didn’t matter t’ him
a durn bit if their wimmen fdlks
did have ' work,thelr arms off. An’'
that he didn't Keer a fiddler's cuss
if th' wimmen folks were ashamed
o' their shabby clothes—nubbody but
a dern fool keered what folks said
about 'em, says he. So th’ hoys
wanted t' teach him a lesson. They’s
an old law down here in this town,
what makes it & crime fer a young
couple t' be together on th' streets
after. dark. Nubbody ever paid much
'tenslon to it, 'cause I reckon th' jail

wouldn't h' been large enough fer
‘emif they did. Th' boys kinda
thought yer Daddy'd be kinda

changed a bit if they showed him
what disgrace’d mean ' him, and
beln's they've noticed you an’ young
Fulton out here several evenings to-
gether—they aimed t' have me pinch
y' fer violatin’ th' old North Point
law!" r ;

“But  it's ridiculous! Dorothy
started to protest, vehemently.

“Granted. But that ain't sayin’' ye
none, n'r me mneither. I knowed
they'd ketch ¥ on' th' way back t'
town, s0o I had t' keep ¥y’ from goin'
back. An' from violating th' law,
too. Th' young feller kinda made
it hard fer me, but I've kept ¥' from
bein’ pinched” Sam stopped, peered
wistfully from the girl to the young
man, and then turned -his eyes to
the hook agaln. ]

“Th' law also sez,” he continued,
glancing at the pair through hat-closed
lids, that a constable kin issue mar-
ringe licenses after dark and they
ain't nothin' t' keep a marrled folk
from tramphi* all over North Point to.
,gether. Now, th' parson a kinda curi-
ous feller, an® when I met him outside
2 few minutes ago he was kinda won-
derin’ as whether you and Fulton liked

question, Dorothy fol- 1

each other enough t—" Sam's volcs
N e,

MOST MEN WANT DOMESTIC TYPE OF WOMAN AND CULTI-
VATION OF DOMESTICITY IS ONE OF THE BEST il
WAYS TO GET A HUSBAND. ! :

HELP HIM PROPOSE -

it

“A little home f or the two of us.”

By EVELYN GREELY
If ever men are analyzed into class-

es and carefully tagged and labeledy

as to the kind of girls they ask to
marry them, it will be found that most
of them want the domestic type of
woman for a life-mate.

Therefore, if vou find that your
lover is this kind of a man, and you
have a domestic disposition, the
sooner he learns of It and is sure of
it, the sooner he will say those four
little words that means so much 16
every woman: “Will you marry me?"

By domesgtic I do not mean gingham
aprons and curl papers—Ifar from N,
I should call that the “slatternly”
type. The “domestlc” girl is the girl
who makes & man say to rimself:

.

i
Gee, won't it be great to nave a llttle]
home for the two of us.’ i
She is the kind of girl that a mau
can imagine himself coming HOME to
from the office or the ghop and feel-
ing GIsAD tlEu. she is there to greet|
him with a
the kind of a girl he can |magine an|
coming up bebdind his chair n.nd|
smoothing back the hair from his fore-
head.
And she is the sort of girl that he.
can imagine bending over a tiny crib
some day and crooning to a tiny bit!
of humanity that belongs to them
both. :
1f you are that kind of girl, you will|
scarcely need to show him—he will!
find it out for himself.

trailed off into a kind of smothered
sputtering, as the girl threw her arms
around his neck and kised him. And
then s«e glanced shyly at Fulton.

“Do we, George?" she asked, whis-
peringly.

“Let's show them,” answered Ful-
ton with alacrity, as he sprang to hey
side; and with his arm around her
tightly, turned to face the clergy-
man. ; /

““Ireckon they do,” sald Sam a few
minutes later as the clergyman hang-
ed Fulton a parchment certificate, and
imitating the young man he gave Ma
Matthews a vociferious hug and & very
nolsy kiss.

iy

to,” gave my husband a frantic hug,|

and sat up as stiffly as Daddy Lcrri-]

mer was dolng. |
“Look after Hamilton Certeis, He|
ls- wounded, you know." I spoke in
my most controlled tone. “Don’t [for-|
get the little stunt I outlined. And |
remember, Bob, that only you and 1
and Don Manuel know .what has be
come of Certeis.”” - !
“What has?'asked Daddy. I am |
forsakigg his roof in a most informal
mannar, but oniy for the reason that
he is nut to be found.” |
Bob's angular jaw set hard in a way
1 knew well. He replied briefly:
“Never mind now where Certels Is.
Jane will tell you as you ride along.” |
Then he shook hands with tha men,'

d

CONFESSIONS
OF A BRIDE

(Copyright, N. E. A.)
e

Weeping Never Makes Bob Tender, As
| Expect It to Do,

“I'll keep the yacht crulsing off Vera
Cruz,” Thus Daddy acquiesced with
his son's arrangements. “We'll walt
aboard her until you bring Chris if it
takes all—" )

“So, sir! I beg of yuu not to wait
more than three days,” broke in Jor-
dan Spence. “If we are not with you
by that tims, Mr. Lorimer, you must
conclude that Bob and I have falled.”

“That's so0,” agreed Bob. "“Spence
and I can menage to get across tnha
border safely, somehow. Don't worry
about us, Dad."

My husband’'s volece was confidenm:
but his words chilled me. I hadn't,
up to that minute, had any idea that
he would not arrive safely at the sea-
boerd with Chrys In a reasonable
length of time . I pulled Bob close
to the side of the car, snuggled my

head on his shoulder and began tof

cry!

“Jane, my dear! Don't work your-
gelf into a spasm of hysteria like this,
before all these people!" he warned
me,

A woman's tears always [rritate Bob
and he always shows his annoyance.
Doubtles 168 of husbands hate tears
in the same way but they do not show
it. Weeping never makes Bob tender
of me as I expect it to do. I “came

|

ited a formal kiss upon my brow
—the only kind he ever can achieve in
public—slammed the deor of the auto'
and gave an order to the driver,

Our {light from: the haclenda must
have been spectacular. 'the gang ol
detectives, cx-cowboys and border
adventurers, which Morrison had dis- '
gulsed as Mexican bandits, had made:
thair unexpected and dramatlc attack
upon the haclenda by the use of ar-'
mored cars. For once In my life |
found myself traveling with an es-
cort! Our car was preceded and fol-
lowed by a guard! |

Gene Archer sat by Daddy Lorimer .

in the comfortable rear seat. Morri
son and I faced him. Archer was
weak and white and very wretched,
nevertheless, he was Inclined to scc
the comedy of the situation as well
as its tragedy.

Off we tore and I did not look back.
Had I done so, I would have disgrared '
myself by weeping. My nerves were
Jumpy in consequence of the week's
adventures and my tired brain refused
to, accept Boh's logic. Our flight from
the hacienda seemed cowardly to me
1 thought that we were deserting Bel
and Chrys and Spemce. Of course |
couldn’t blame Daddy and Morrison,
Neither of them kgew about the dan-
gers of the gecret chambers and dun-

i

‘| geans—Ilke tombs—and even If the

dld know, they were bother sb stub::
born—

Our cars swerved violently. Daddy
reprianded the chauffeur, who be-
came embarassed. He stopped the car
and experimented with his controls, |

Gene Archer gave us the first hint
of our real danger. g |

“Another shake,” he said. “That|
wasn’t a careless skid, Mr. Lorimer. |

THE DOINGS OF THE DUFFS_DANNY LIKES HIS MOTH ER'S OLASS_)—BY ALLMAN

igs at the door. She is!

|

‘We didh't hit'a bump.. I think the
quake is coming on again.!

“In that case, I suppose we are just
as well off Nere as anywhere else?”’
Daddy querried.

“Betier, perhaps,” Archer answered.
“The earth may swallow us up, Mrn
Morrimer, but there are no roofs and
no walls to topple down on us.”’

“Bob is under a roof! And Chrys!
Go back! Please—" 1 begged.

Daddy put a hand on mine. His com-
posure in\the face of danger made me
ashamed.

Hearts Win in Valentine’s
~ Day Contest

It matters little whether St. Val-
entine's Day' guest be children
“grown-ups’'—thé day is calculated
fo make them receptive to simpie;
forme of merriment. A sucgestion for'
a hostess may be found in the fami-|
liar game of quoits, .

Hearts for Rings.

Heart-shaped rings are made of)]
heavy wire, to throw over the nt'alren.i
These rings are wound with satin |
ribbon, or red crepe paper.. Stakes'
maye. be chofen and arranged at will.
For {nstance, one etake may be an
upright plece of wood on a pedestal,
the whole, covered with gilt paner, to
represent’ Wealth, The heart-shaped
rings which go over this each count
five points. Then, for a second stake,
a tall tin horn may be set in a

wreath ot lsurel, representing Fame:| *
Hearts looping this horn connt ten
m]nt.. Al

paper, with the pedestal wreathed in
paper roses, may
Twenty-five
player thro
Fiake,
of qualities and ambitions, according | for'that
to the originality of the hostess.LINE
Should the party be for children, one
Stake to caich their interest might
be made of white, with .a white dove
suspended above it to represent Good_|toda
ness. Hearts looping this might count
50 polnts.

or|rangments for the evening!

{may be the heart-shaped hoops, or
emall favors. with other Valentine's
Day significance.

|rate of 72 miles an hour.

Love Scores High.

A third upright, wound with pink|

represent Love.
ints are won by each
£ a heart over this
And eo on through the list

The limit on scores may be

at 500, or may mount higher should | for
the hostess want the game to last
longer, in order to fit with Fther ar-

Awards

buy a bettla
. You may need !
T NSII.INEinLKuh .
| Throat Remedy— best kn
set  'most effective and most
the long necked fallow ¢
when .you go to.
store to get it. 35¢. and
vital Sizs, $1.00. All.

-

Common house sparrows fly at the
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Removes Tan, Moih-patches, Pimples, Ecsemn, ote.
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These Harbingers ot a New
Season Are Radiantly Ready

S O many innovations that you will want to know
about; 50 mueh that is new and interesting! - The

Advance Spring Apparel Display here is a vertiable gar-

den of lovliness and will fascinate you with its many~

tempting values and one of the most interesting features

is that this display is so much earlier than usual—per-

mitting a most satisfying and leisurely selection,

SPRING SUITS . °
SPRING COATS
SPRING FROCKS
SPRING MILLINERY

—it’s all gathering in generous groups throughout our
store; it’s all ready for the inspection of you womenfolk -
who want the newest when it is newest. We can’t be
to tell you enough—you have to see for yourself,

.

: 801,70!21/ 6@}?2‘@ . :

o

by

N

Qsga00 )y

—
r" MOTHER, WHAT
PO YoU THINK
OF TUAT BON P

-“we can get through the
quicker 1"

OW,HES A LITTLE
. DARLING! I'M PROLD

_OF HIM—

Who Do-You
“THINK HE LOOKS
LIKE MOTHER ?
HELEN OR MEP

OR, ToMMY, HE
LoOKS LIKE
You !

Now wiTen || :

S\

| om,Yov PO’ WANT
To Look LIKE YouR
MOTHER - You WANT
> Look LIKE Nour
. DADDY WHEM You

\"\"
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